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	1. Chapter 1

Willow Everly arrived on a rainy afternoon in September. Her wide green eyes sparkled with mischief, much like her daddy and big sisters'. Her soft, tangled, mess of auburn colored hair rivaled the messy bun her mom always wore. She was a tiny peanut of a girl with a personality ten times her size.

"Willow!" The scream came from upstairs followed by the sound of the bathroom door flying open and feet charging down the stairs.

"Mom! Look what she did!" Piper stood in front of me, dressed for school with her hair and face full of white powder. She had one hand on her hip and was using the other to wipe her nose with a washcloth.

"Oh my." I bit back the smile that I knew would only serve to irritate the situation, but it was funny and typical Willow.

"It's not funny. Justin is supposed to ask me to the dance today and now I'm a mess and I'm going to be late for school. I can't miss school today!" Pie whined and flopped into a chair at the dining room table.

At fifteen, Pie was still a bit of a tomboy, she rarely wore anything frilly and stuck mainly to vintage style t-shirts and jeans. But she was quickly becoming more interested in boys and less interested in hanging out with her family all weekend, much to the displeasure of her dad. If Edward had his way, she'd never grow up. Not that I could blame him. Watching Piper grow up over the last 11 years had been such a sweet gift to me.

"Just give me a minute." I smiled at Piper as she dropped her head onto her arm on the table, "Willow, please come downstairs."

Not a minute later Willow came walking around the corner from the family room. She carried our fat, Exotic shorthair cat, Galileo, in her arms, the poor guy was drooping out of her grasp and purring so loudly he could have had a motor running. Her long auburn hair was braided, but already falling out of its rubber band and blue ribbon. She grinned widely at us as she approached and sat the cat in a chair next to Pie.

"Hi, Mommy."

"Hi, Willow." I crouched down next to her and attempted to keep a serious face, "Did you do this to your sissy?" I pointed at a very upset Pie who was eying Willow wearily.

"Yes." Willow's eyes were honest and solemn.

"Why?"

"It's funny." Willow shrugged and looked at Piper, "I'm sorry, Sissy. I love you."

"I swear she is like one of those Sour Patch Kid candies; she's so evil and then she's too sweet." Piper sighed and reached out, pulling Willow into her arms and then grinned an ever so evil grin herself and rubbed her white powdered face all over Willow's neck and chin. Both girls burst into giggles.

"Alright, ladies." I stood back up and pointed toward the stairs, "Pie, you need to shower again and Miss Willow needs to go get cleaned up before the bus comes. Pie, I'll drive you and sign you in late."

"Thanks, Mom!" Pie kissed my cheek and became a blur as she took off up the stairs.

"Willow, my dear sweet prankster, you have to stop pulling these tricks on school mornings." I scooped her up and deposited her onto the counter next to the kitchen sink. I wiped her face with a warm wet rag, "So exactly how did she get the powder all over her face?"

"I putted it in her blow dryer." Willow licked her lips and frowned.

"How did you even know how to do that?" I tossed the rag into the sink and turned my eyes back toward Willow.

"I saw a video on Delilah's iPad. It was funny." The little girl grinned clearly proud of herself.

"Okay, well, no more of that."

"No more of what?" Edward's arms wrapped around my waist from behind, his body pressed tight against mine, his chin rested on my shoulder, "What did you do, Will?"

The little girl in question beamed up at her daddy, "I putted the powder in Sissy's dryer and it went on her face!" At that, the giggles erupted all over again. I could feel Edward's chest rumble with laughter that didn't quite make itself audible.

"Willow, you know better." He stated.

"I know, Daddy. I said I was sorry."

"So, you can drop Delilah and Willow at the bus, but I'm going to have to take Pie later. She's in the shower again. She's worried that today is the day Justin will ask her to the dance and she has to look perfect."

Edward grumbled, clearly not pleased with the Justin situation.

"She has to grow up some time, Edward." I turned to look him in the eye as Willow hopped off the counter and tore off through the house.

"I know. But it doesn't have to be now. I know all about fifteen-year-old boys. I was once a fifteen-year-old boy. Fifteen year old boys are horn dogs."

I laughed when Edward squeezed my butt, "Who are you kidding? I happen to know a thirty nine year old man who's just as grabby as a horny teenager."

"Well, how can I help myself? There's a gorgeous woman in my kitchen wearing one of my old t-shirts and shorty shorts."

He nuzzled his face into my neck and bit down. Chill bumps ran up and down my arms and legs.

"Don't start, you have to take the girls to the bus."

"Mmmmm." He nuzzled further into my neck and shoulder.

"Uhg. You two."

I peered over Edward's shoulder at Delilah. She stood in the doorway to the kitchen, her well-loved Harry Potter book in one hand, backpack in the other.

"Well, good morning to you too, Delilah." Edward grinned and turned toward our middle child. Delilah was more like me than the other two girls; always with her nose in a book, always barefoot and running through the mud.

"Morning, Dad." She tossed her book onto the table and made her way to the fridge, "Don't mind me, just grabbing some juice before we leave."

Edward smacked my butt once before grabbing a mug and filling it with coffee.

"How's the book, kiddo?" Edward sipped from the mug and slid a bagel into the toaster.

"It's good. I've already read this one a million times."

Delilah was wise beyond her almost ten years. Some would call her an old soul. She was more mature than her sisters and even though she joked around with them, laughed and played, she was always the first to crawl onto the couch to read and put playful games aside.

"Why don't we all go to Seattle this weekend, hit up a book store and see the city? Maybe go to the aquarium." Edward sat next to Delilah with his plate of food.

"Sounds good me. I could use a new book or three." Delilah sipped at her juice and kicked her feet under the table. "And Willow loves the underwater dome at the aquarium. Might have a harder time selling it to Piper though."

Edward eyed our daughter and dropped his bagel on the plate in front of him, "Why would we have a hard time with Pie?"

"Duh, Dad. She's like, totally in love with Justin. This weekend is the bonfire and next weekend is the game and dance." Delilah did a perfect imitation of a very sarcastic Piper.

"Don't worry about it, Hun." I leaned over Edward and kissed his cheek, "It'll work out."

Before he could reply, Piper started yelling for me from upstairs.

"Duty calls." I grinned, kissed Delilah on her cheek and reminded them they had to leave in five minutes for the bus.

* * *

><p><strong>AN**  
>Okay okay.. I brought them back. Pie wasn't ready for her story to be over yet.. she clearly wants you all to see her torture her poor old dad as she grows up.<br>In this story Pie is 15, Delilah is almost 10 and our dear little Willow is just 5.

I hope that you all enjoy this ride and fall for Pie in all her teenage glory, once again.

Thank you, Shannon.

xOx 


	2. Chapter 2

"Good morning, Mrs. Cullen, Piper."

"Morning, Jody." I grabbed the sign in sheet on the counter and scribbled Pie's name and arrival time.

The secretary smiled, her dark hair pulled away from her face in a complicated looking twist, "Another Willow prank?"

"How is it that my five year old is infamous already? I'm in for it when she's a teenager." I laughed and turned back to Pie.

"You have everything?"

"Yup! Thanks for the ride." She grabbed her pass to class, kissed my cheek and breezed out of the office door.

"They grow up too fast." Jody scribbled on the sign in log and sat back down.

"They really do."

It seemed a lifetime ago that Edward and Pie had shown up at my mom's place and asked me to marry them. The years had flown by one day at a time, filled with giggles and love and more adventures than I knew what to do with. My three girls kept me on my toes, not to mention Edward and his antics. The house was never quiet unless the girls were in bed passed out. I loved it. I couldn't have asked for a better life.

...

I walked into the office at the elementary school ten minutes after dropping Pie at school. Today was a training day for a handful of us and we had substitutes in our classrooms. I always missed my kids when I couldn't be in the room with them, but knew they were in good hands.

We had a new principal this year and he was an absolute pain in the ass. He was in everyone's business, professional and personal, and it wasn't just as a boss trying to get to know his co-workers and make friends.

"Welcome, Bella." Mr. Newton grumbled from his seat, "Glad you could join us."

"Sorry. Family emergency." I slid easily into a chair around a large conference room table and grabbed for a stack of papers. A few of my fellow teachers eyed me sympathetically.

"Perhaps you shouldn't have a job where people depend on you if you're going to let them down."

Mr. Newton eyed me, his face unreadable, and lips flat. Mike wasn't much older than I was; his blond hair was cropped tight in a military style. He wore a decent suit, nothing outstanding, not like when Edward dressed for work in a suit. I was two point four seconds away from giving him a piece of my mind when Janet Knightly coughed and gave him a look that could whither the toughest man.

"Just be on time, Bella." Mike twisted to grab for his laptop to start the presentation.

"Will do."

His calling me out didn't embarrass me, but I was a little angry. I was a damn good teacher and I worked my ass off throughout the school year and over the summer. I'd been working in the district the last 11 years and never had anyone reprimand me for being a few minutes late due to a family emergency. I was really going to have to watch out for this new guy and his prickliness. It also sort of bothered me that he always called me by my first name. He didn't call Janet, Janet. She was Mrs. Knightly, same for all of the rest of the faculty. I wasn't sure what his problem was with me, but he definitely didn't care for me.

...

When the meeting ended a few hours later, I made way to the teachers lounge to grab my lunch and a book. Even with training done for the day, I had plenty of grading to do and the science project was around the corner and needed some tweaking.

"Hey, baby."

A large warm hand rested on the back of my neck and Edward's lips pressed into my cheek.

"Hey." My heart flopped in my chest when he sat down next to me, a wolfish grin spread across his face and the scent of his aftershave and soap curled my toes. He was wearing dark dress slacks; the sleeves of his crisp white dress shirt were rolled to his elbows showing off the copious amount of inked artwork on his forearms.

"Whatcha up to? Can I take you for a real lunch?" He eyed my half eaten apple and yogurt with granola with slight disdain. Edward was constantly on me to eat a better lunch. I packed the girls' lunches, why couldn't I pack a better one for myself?

"I'd love nothing more. I just have to be back here in an hour so I can get some grading done before the girls are out for the day."

"Can do, gorgeous."

Standing, I smoothed the black pencil skirt that had bunched at my thighs and dropped the rest of my would-be lunch into the trashcan and grabbed my purse.

"All yours."

"Damn straight." Edward wrapped his arm around my waist and guided me out of the teachers lounge into the front office.

"I'll be back after lunch, Laurie." I waved at the receptionist.

"Where are you going?" I heard his voice before I saw the man himself. Mike came around the corner from behind the reception area and I instinctively wrapped my arm around the front of Edward's waist. I felt the tension in his posture almost immediately at my gesture.

"Mr. Newton, this is my husband, Edward." I looked up at Edward, who wore a blank expression and then back at the other man, "Edward, this is the new principal, Mr. Newton."

Edward held a hand out and shook with Mike, "Nice to meet you. Welcome to Forks."

Mike eyed the ink on my husbands skin for a long moment. "Neat." he muttered and then turned his gaze on me, "Are you leaving early? I must say, you were late coming in, and this leaving early business doesn't look good for you, Bella."

"I'm going to lunch and I will be back within an hour. I don't plan on leaving early."

"Very good." Mike attempted to stare Edward down for another moment before leaving the room.

...

"I swear I'll kick his ass if he doesn't watch himself." Edward dropped his fork and wiped his mouth on a napkin, "What the hell is his problem? This shit keeps happening, you tell me. There is no reason for him to be such a fucking prick."

"Don't you think you're getting a wee bit carried away?" I watched Edward's stubbled jaw tighten. "I mean, here's the thing, he's the new guy so he's probably just flexing so that we don't take advantage of him not knowing the ropes here yet."

This is what I was hoping for and not that Mike was just a total ass. I didn't want to have to admit that my new boss sucked and that's just the way life was going to be.

"He doesn't need to be flexing anything at my wife. End of story. It's poor form to treat your co-workers that way." Edward was practically growling in his seat.

"I agree, but let's just let it ride. Maybe he's having a bad day. Or week, month." I sighed, "Whatever it is, I'm sure it will pass."

"Come on, let's go, I don't want you to be late." Edward placed cash on the table for the bill and tip and offered a hand to help me up from my chair. We walked quietly to the car, he opened my door but before I could sit, his hand wrapped around the back of my neck, pulling me into his hard, warm body.

"I love you." The words whispered over my lips, causing a thrill of anticipation to race through my veins, "I won't allow someone to treat you poorly."

I was getting ready to answer when his mouth covered mine, pulling my lower lip between his teeth. I moaned deep inside my chest, my hands fisted Edward's shirt to keep myself steady as his tongue met mine.

I pulled back slowly, resting my forehead on Edward's chest; my heart beat ecstatically against my ribs. It never got old. Being with Edward was like the first time every time.

"I love you, too." I managed a smile and ran my hands over his now wrinkled shirt. "Sorry about that." I patted at his chest and imagined him naked and on top of me, tonight I was getting some.

'You keep looking at me like that..." He tilted my face back up toward his, "and you most definitely will be late getting back to work."

"Stooooop." I groaned, wanting nothing more than to be late. "I'll make it up to you tonight."

"And I you." A wicked grin spread across his handsome face.

...

"He did it!" Pie squealed and bounced around the kitchen while I cooked, "He asked me!"

Oh the thrill of young love, I laughed at her erratic bouncing. She had braided her hair in twists and ribbons, a completely feminine hairdo compared to the ripped jeans and plaid shirt she wore. And she looked absolutely stunning.

"So do I even need to ask what your answer was?"

"Of course I said yes!" And the squealing starting all over again, "I need a dress!" Piper hopped up onto the counter next to the sink, her bare feet swinging back and forth, "Oh god. Dad is going to be a total nightmare about this, isn't he?"

"No. I don't think he's going to be a _total_ nightmare." I pushed the shrimp around in the skillet on the stove, "You have to remember, Pie, he's just protective. He doesn't want you to get hurt. He loves you."

Piper sighed and grabbed an old Ninja Turtle cup from the cabinet, "I know he loves me." She hopped off the counter and went to the fridge to fill her cup with juice, "But I have to grow up. He has to let me grow up."

I watched her as she poured the juice, remembering when she was five and poured an entire pitcher of orange juice onto the floor in her quest to grow up and do it on her own. When she was seven and didn't want me to take her to and from school anymore, she wanted to ride the bus like a big kid. When she was eleven and didn't want us to tuck her into bed at night because she could just kiss us goodnight and do it herself. The first time Edward took her for a driving lesson and came back with more grey hairs on his head than he had when he left the house.

"You've been growing up every day, Pie. We would never not allow you to continue to grow up. Even if we wished you'd rather stay home and hang out with us." I winked and turned back to shrimp, dumping them onto a bed of garlic pasta.

"You want to call your sisters and dad for dinner? I think they're out front playing."

Pie wandered over to me, pushed her hip into mine and smiled, "Thank you for everything, Mom."

When she walked out the front door and I could hear shouts of taunting from Edward and Delilah as they played a game of HORSE and Willow cheering her daddy on with loud clapping.

There was more than just a chill in the autumn air; change was swirling with the leaves, much as it did every year.


End file.
